NATALYA                            429

ings to include Mr. Wakefield, once Rector of Nelles-
thorpe. It wasn't difficult to find him, and not too
troublesome to make contact with him when found.
Middle age had not seriously undermined Mr. Wake-
field. He was married and well off. It was no longer
necessary for him to coach pupils in order to enjoy the
small luxuries he demanded of life. As for preferment,
that would come through his wife, Lady Elizabeth, in
God's good time. All he had to do was to manage his
parish nicely and wait his turn.

Meanwhile he had his books and his philosophy.

They discussed many things, sitting in the rectory
garden after dinner on the evening of Norton's descent
upon the quiet parish. It was very hot. Even the
approach of night seemed hardly to cool the air. The
trees hung listless. In the middle distance the swollen
harvest moon climbed the rich sky behind a row of
poplars. Through the lit window of a ground-floor
room Lady Elizabeth could be seen writing.

"I have sometimes wondered, Lord Norton," Mr.
Wakefield said, following a thoughtful hiatus in the
conversation, "why you didn't many long ago/'

He glanced across at the bulky figure of his quondam
pupil, lounging in a garden chair and regarding the
rising moon with a kind of sulky, arrogant indifference.
Mr. Wakefield knew that look of old. He perceived that
no radical change had taken place in the composition
of the younger Fitzwarren.

Without turning his head, Norton replied:

" I've never found a woman I wanted to marry.

"Not a woman who was free to marry," he added.

Mr. Wakefield understood that. He had followed the
fortunes of all his pupils in an unostentatious fashion,
and he knew about Lady Sheen.